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	Brothers

**okay so I have a lot of ideas for SPN stories but I've never got around to writing one. but yesterday I watched something that made me want to write one. I was slightly (okayー _heavily_) influenced by that new shonen-ai called Super Lovers. as far as I know they've only released one episode so far but GAHH I loved it, so cute! I recommend for big/little brother shmoop lovers. And it made me want to write this, so please enjoy. **

**disclaimer, I don't own these lovely characters**

* * *

><p>"Welcome home, Dean!" Ellen exclaimed cheerily, setting down a freshly baked apple pie on the kitchen counter.<p>

"It's good to be home, Ellen," said male responded as he walked through the front door, pulling the woman into a hug. Bobby came in through the front door and removed his hat and coat.

"You've grown since I last saw you," Ellen said, patting Dean on the back. "Probably even more so in the long-ass time it took Bobby to get you here."

"It was a long-ass drive," the man responded, hanging his coat on the rack. "We don't exactly live close to the airport. But we ain't got time for restin'! Let's have at that pie."

"You guys know me so well," Dean said with a smile, sitting down at the table. He felt the soft wooden material, childhood memories coursing through him.

Ellen and Bobby weren't officially married, it was "overrated." But they had raised Dean when he'd lost his parents at a young age. He grew up in this cabin-like home in these wooden parts, and headed far away for college just a few years ago. It was summer time now, and he decided to spend this year with Ellen and Bobby.

"How's Jo?" Dean asked, before murmuring a silent 'thank you' as Ellen put a plate of pie down in front of him.

"She's doing good, I think," the woman answered, fixing another plate for Bobby. "Doesn't call much. But last I heard she's pretty much rulin' her school by now."

"I'm glad she was able to settle," Dean responded, taking a bite of the pie. Damn, how he had missed Ellen's home made pies.

"I could say the same thing about you Sugar," Ellen finally sat down after making her own plate and the three began to eat. "That is, assuming you're also doing well in school?"

"Yeah, just a few more credits and I'll be outta there on top," Dean answered, his mouth full of gooey, cinnamon goodness.

"Close your mouth, ya idgit," Bobby said to his adoptive son. Damn grown man should know better by now, but Dean was questionable.

The college student wiped the substances off of his lips, and the pie was gone in only a few more short seconds. "Ahhh, damn that's good."

"Another round?" Ellen asked with a smile, getting ready to fix another plate.

"Can I just have the rest?" Dean chuckled, but he was being serious.

"Sorry hon, I told Sam I'd save him some."

Dean blinked. "Sam?"

"Oh, I can't believe I forgot to tell 'ya!" Bobby exclaimed, standing up to pick up some dishes. "We adopted another kid."

Dean was astonished. "_Another_ kid...? Aren't you guys too, like, old to be doing that?"

"Shut up," Bobby grumbled.

"We saved him from a witch," Ellen exclaimed, giving Dean another slice before sitting down at the table sadly. "She was running an orphanage as a cover but she intended to turn those kids to some dark voodoo crap and make them serve her in imposing darkness on the state. We ganked that bitch and the kids were all adopted. Including Sam."

Dean looked down at his plate, motionlessly. What he understood from what Ellen was saying was that he now had a brother.

"How old is he?" Dean asked, completely losing interest in his pie.

"He just turned nine in May. Kids a real rascal, but I know he likes bein' here with us. Even if he ain't around much." The redheaded man explained.

"What do you mean? Where is he?" Dean tilted his head. He was very curious in this child called Sam. He'd never had any siblings and always wondered what it was like growing up. When Ellen and Bobby were working and/or hunting he'd feel so alone, and Jo was never interested in keeping him company, either, because 'boys were gross.'

"He likes to play outside." Ellen answered. "At first we didn't really like the idea of him bein' out there all alone but these wooden parts are pretty safe and hidden. We make sure to keep the house warded which runs off on the surrounding areas, too. He always comes home eventually. We don't want to be pushy."

"So, he's out there now?"

"Hopefully, yes," Ellen chuckled. "So have some more pie hon. Just save a slice for your new little brother."

_Right, the pie._ Dean slowly ate his second piece, somewhat lost in his thought.

He couldn't wait to meet Sam.

* * *

><p>A few hours later, Dean was resting on the couch. He was half-asleep, feeling tired from his trip today. They were residing in Colorado and he's traveled all the way from Washington to be there for the summer. Sighing contently, he closed his eyes.<p>

He thought he heard the quiet sound of the front door being opened and shut again. Peeking an eye open, he looked into the somewhat darkened room to find nothing. He heard the patter of small feet on the floor, and sat up. He still couldn't see anything. Maybe it was an animal, it was probably nothing dangerous. Ellen said this place was pretty safe.

He laid back down, his arms crossed on his chest, fingers tapping on his arms somewhat nervously. He closed his eyes once more, just wanting to fall asleep.

But the patter started once again. It got closer and closer until there was a squeak on the wooden floors right next to him. Shooting his green eyes open, he found a small and black figure standing over him.

Dean stared up blankly. Slowly his hand reached on the table next to the touch and turned on the lamp. Light permeated the area and the figure's features were shown.

It was a small young boy with shaggy brown hair and big mossy-green eyes. He had a pout on his lip and an unamused look painted on his face. He didn't seem scared, just accusing. He was staring at an intruder. "Who are you?" He asked, in a childish voice.

"I'm... Dean, Dean Winchester," he answered, slightly stunned, "and I'm guessing you're Sam."

The child didn't move, he just kept staring down at Dean with an angry look. It took Dean a moment but he realized what was going on.

"Don't worry, I'm not a burglar or anything," Dean sat up on the couch and stretched as he explained. "I used to live here, too."

Sam remained unchanged. Like he wasn't satisfied with that answer. Dean kept going.

"Ellen and Bobby took me in when I was very young, a monster killed by parents," he continued with a frown. "I grew up here. But I graduated from high school three years ago and I'm attending college now, so I've been away."

Sam slightly tilted his chin up. "Why are you back?"

"Because... I wanted to visit."

"Hum." Sam answered, turning around to go into the kitchen and climb on a stool to reach the counter. He apparently was only interested in why Dean was there and not actually the fact that he was.

Curiously, Dean waltzed over behind Sam. "Need some help, kiddo?"

Sam crinkled his nose. "No."

"You sure about that?" Dean asked, as he realized Sam was reaching for the pie. "That's gonna be your dinner?"

Sam didn't respond, he reached for the plate before Dean snatched it out of his reach, earning an angry pout from the child.

"How about I fix you up some real food first, huh? Then you can have some pie."

Sam didn't get the chance to reject the offer when his tummy growled, and he gave up as he slumped on the stool. "M'kay."

"Cool," Dean said as he placed the plate down and went over to the pantry. He could tell this kid was stubborn and pouty but he could handle him. Contrary to popular belief, Dean was always quite good with children. He'd get Sam to warm up to him in no time.

At least, he hoped by the end of the summer before he left for Washington again.

"Whadd'ya hungry for?" Dean asked, rummaging through the food. "We got some spaghetti, some hot dogs, I can make some tacos, maybe some mashed potatoes or chicken nuggets?" Dean turned to look at Sam.

The young child sat with his legs curled under him, hands in his lap as he stared blankly at the table. "I dunno."

"Well you're very unhelpful," the older responded in amusement. "Hey! How about some macoroni and cheese?"

Sam slightly looked up. "Kay."

Dean would take that as a yes from Sam and pulled out the box of noodles. He knew Ellen and Bobby wouldn't mind him doing this.

It took Dean about fifteen minutes to whip up the food and Sam had remained still and silent the whole time, causing Dean to conclude he was generally well-behaved in times like this. The young boy had simply observed him the entire time, eyes skeptically following his every move.

Dean didn't take offense to it. Sam would be cautious and on edge, like Dean was when he was growing up. Trust was a hard thing to earn and the older brother wasn't about to pressure him into it. He'd simply treat him like the little brother he'd always wanted while he was here.

"Here you go, Sammy," Dean said as he put a bowl full of warm, cheesy noodles in front of Sam.

Sam looked at him angrily. "Don't call me that."

"Sorry, Sammy," Dean said with a sly smile. "Eat up."

Huffing, Sam picked up a fork and began quietly eating his food. His eyes slightly lit up after taking the first bite.

"It's good," he commented quietly, not really speaking to anyone but Dean heard him.

"Well thanks," the older replied. "Glad you like it."

"It's my favorite," Sam replied simply, taking another bite. Dean felt somewhat flattered.

"Guess I could tell just by lookin' at you," he said. "But I always liked mac' n' cheese, too. Except for when Bobby made it, becauseー"

"He burns it," Sam finished the sentence for him.

This caused Dean to laugh. "Yep, exactly right kiddo. So I learned to make it damn right." He slightly stilled when he realized he swore in front of his younger brother, but Sam didn't seem to care, probably on account of Bobby swearing like a sailor regardless.

"Mm." Sam continued to eat his dinner while Dean watched, licking his lips. He was starting to want some too.

"Man Sam it smells so good I think I need some too, you mind?" He asked, fixing himself a bowl.

"Why you asking me? You made it."

"Well, I made it just for you," Dean answered.

This made Sam blush a little. "Guess I don't mind."

"Wonderful," Dean answered, even though he was already through scooping some in a bowl for himself. He sat down next to Sam and began eating, and the two of them were silent for awhile.

By the time they were finished, Sam had some cheese on his mouth. Dean chuckled and proceeded to wipe it off with a napkin. "Gotta be more careful there, kiddo." Bobby's own words rang in his head. Watching Sam was like watching a younger version of himself.

Sam pouted his lip as Dean wiped his face with the napkin. His cheeks were puffy and his eyes looked angry.

_Damn he's cute_, Dean couldn't help but think. Sam tried to be intimidating with that look but it only made him look adorable.

"Okay, now you get your reward," Dean said as he placed their bowls in the sink to wash in the morning as he picked up the pie and presented it to Sam. "Tah-dah! Behold, Miss Ellen's fabulous and mouth-watering homemade apple pie!"

The corner of Sam's lips tugged upwards, which Dean noticed. But it was obvious Sam was trying to keep his smile at bay.

Letting it slide, Dean set the plate down with a fork in front of Sam. Dean licked his lips at the site of the pie. But he had already had four slices and this was the last one. Why did pie have to be so damn good?

Sam apparently saw the want in Dean's eyes. "You want it?" he asked.

Dean raised an eyebrow. "That slice is for you, kiddo."

"That don't answer my question."

"I'd want it, but I already ate about half that pie and if I eat anymore I'm gonna be sittin' around here like Mama June during hibernation."

Then Dean heard music to his ears. Sam started to laugh.

Bubbly giggles poured from Sam's mouth, he wasn't even trying to hold them back.

Dean couldn't help it and laughed along with him.

He could already tell Sam wasn't very open to many people easily. So this made Dean feel pretty special.

Sam picked up the piece of pie with his hands, and Dean was about to question him until he messily ripped it into two pieces, offering the crusty part to Dean.

"Here."

"You sure? That's your's."

"I don't like the burnt, crusty part anyway."

Dean chuckled. Youth was entertaining.

"Thanks, Sammy."

The two ate their small pie pieces in silence. Dean had a happy smile on his face. He'd only known Sam for about thirty minutes and he was already falling in love.

* * *

><p><strong>ahh ok so what did you think? please review it helps me to continue!<strong>


End file.
